A Moment's Place 


Though you can't sense 
my face 

behind the glass 
others will 


refer tg a perspective 
of years 

hence from out their own 
console. 


bent 
nal 
snow. 


I wouldn't presume. 
You, CEying, 

on cutting a blue diag 
through 

In my attic window 

I am/your sorrow's vector nen 
you've likely (ie 


to other /ends 


as passion/ moves 
its field 


“ and time. 


i 


The Plan 


We go our separate ways 
to separate our ways 
to go our ways separate 
to separate our going 
to ways of separate 
ways of going separate 
we go our separate ways 
of going separate 
to our separate ways 
of separate going 
to our ways separate 
we go 
we séparate 
we go separate 
to separate to go our separate 
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ways. 


Young Italian Girl Resting On Her Elbow--Cezanne 


Or 


What is the art of years 
ae : _ but connecting 
light? 


Obligation 


You went in off: 
why they went in in 
bright turn,knives 


stringing light 

and you hmmmmd 
through the various masks 
confirmed a good boy 


sewed up back 
go you at wife kids 
dog and conical trees, 
dinged and rusted Cavalier, 


whatever ruckus and grace is 

baptised as your "estate" (Once- 
morbid math being the wholly designated 

course now.) These few months catch 


you staring and smearing the sun- 
light. Hey say I, squanderer! 
Fuck you! The life you're losing 
is your own. Rare enough don't you 
feel? Your last right too 
when you think about it the 


communion of flowers 
and birds and rocks and dirt 
needs you free of life in order 


to jazz up their equitable job. 
Your death's a thank you note to God 
so begin 
composing. 


ce 


The Peach Boy 


I bring my GI Orient and Paul,4, 
his dubbed cartoon of Saturday morn- 
ing monsters in outer space yet 
he hasn't much to lose as I 

exclude Sigmund's and Karl's 
inner space hardware store cause 


the play opens with the father 
discovering a great peach in a stream 
and once home the old couple find 
a baby inside as samisens bridge my life 


in sound to a small dim room of a 
Tokyo club where a guy picks a tune from this 
white baby grand and I'm in raw company 
alone then,with my girl better and worse 
I'm tearing at a steak and throwing back Nip- 
pon beer. Cocksure,but she's hushing me now, 


because the guy's a top composer. The pale 
lid floats on his smoky progressions 
in my sliding mind the Peach Boy has grown 
up,is searching the audience when from his 
peach silk light widens over Paul 
beautifully glow meets glow. Where's the 
dragon asks Paul just so we're all peach 
children,grand babies born to save 
the world,rope the ogres round, 


as now the Peach Boy's finally up to 

on stage the witch knifing in she's run through 
for her trouble. It had to be 

to move us past appetite to 


a place 
where a far dark house and tree 
press the moon and clouds between. 
Water spreads to us from there. 
In the muted air 
and soft lit spill 
are all of my selves still 
with yours. We name all we see 
and think eternally, 

a lake. 
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What I See Is 


enough 
of grace. The usual 


days blur. 
We net the light 


becoming 
us. 
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Night At Stonehenge 


comes a song 
round you,its 
thrum 


takes us 
in a Druid Eye 
we plunge 


at solar carnival 
our bodies light. 
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Visions of the Yale Library 


where a sari insinuates 
scholars,in hunches,eyes 
above blond glasses 


diving then to proof 
as she is by 
and by 


the checker,dour no gas 
oY both subsumed Vy 
as tte doorway witae cat 


aX) ee ge 
At lunch she'll laugh away 


a junior's suave ennui 
at George and ss Ss; 


nod on us 
wring-teabag a 
sia | spoon. 


His Despair eee towards 


Elegance/sh 
stares past... putsiae 


bright cars contend... 


and past that old penultimately 
randy inference, 
thence / engin to breathing tea 


| 
| wherein a somebody 
unfocusses his gravest 
evidence in time 
to glimpse along 
a scintillant,inner eye 
a spiritual dress. 


At Sounion 


of a morning woven across stone 
I bump camera then smock. 
We share a mist 


wherein I must refuse, not 

wanting dreamy photographs: my- 

self and nothing. Stavros, i Ste 
he of | yellow smock, ase y 
it rises as a litany 4 

to an imagined sun. 


I jab along the slippery rocks 
for cooler idioms, 


finally to divine 
lovers (Byron's one) 
who have scratched their hearts to ruins. 


Spooners weave through our academies 
shunning all the moves to set 


their dreaming steps to music 
more appropriate. 


Or so I later feel with ouzo 
at the shivering cafe 
before sun fairly rockets through 


and temple can assert in flame, 
informing wave on wave of rain 
the wisdom of arrangment past 
this opalescent glass. 
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Voyaging 


My son's gift to me, 

a picture of his boat 
starting to go at the sea, 
at the sky all blood- 


orange,this bristling glow 
that pulls my breathing out with it 
as water rolls 


the boat beyond the slip, 
to leave me every instant 


further from his sight, 


a blurring wave inside 
the swarming light. 
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The Grove 


Those leaning pines with sparse and floating branches, 
the sea behind thinned here and there by light: 
A Japanese print before I'd seen one. 


Does the scene exist before the artist makes it so? 
He makes another and he makes it too. 
As I do once again listening to music. 


I don't think such nonsense at 20 at that sea-brushed 
Imperial Navy Hotel as then the giggling maids clean up 
after Americans. I know they giggle more at us 
than they ever did at them,the cultural differences-- 
the way we laugh at signs like NOT TO BE SAFETY OF SWIMM. 


I can't put Galway out of that young place 
woven like the fragrances from sand and pine 
through notes running from my record here,his 
flute clean-cut along the trees and sea and funny signs. 


Weaving in and out of time. 
Folk melodies from turn-of-century Japan he plays 
and I sense that scattered grove a century before 
hotels and such,a farmer hums a tune from his own life 
and that is history. 


The wind in from the sea is not benign. 
But one day it is again and the painter 
sets his easel up. He has had his coffee 
and needs nothing 
more today than the trying to make art 
the way and not the way the wind is music 
the way and not the way the light informs. 


Whatever we find out there is there for us and despite us 
and despite the heartbreak years. 


Tell the composer at Auschwitz,the dancer at Hiroshima, 
all your fine ideas. 
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There Is A Time 


I turned my head. 
You deepened. I'm 


ready I said 
next,addressing the light 
where you had been 
weeping soft- 


ly. Out among the leaves 
and the death and the cold 
this memory still 

of your bright hair. 


I turn from loss, 


from a window's frost 
like a breath of gold. 
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Clothesline Visitation 


She releases 
sheets to wind. 


They snap 
brilliances 


rowing the swollen green 
earth at 
Him,a nave 


radiating blacks a- 


gainst blinding, 
bellying waves. 


-64- 


Stream 


our part 
in stopping 
forever 


fails,I place 
the boat mid- 


spring past 
a wave 
of light 


blossoms 
by your glistening 


wrist always 
desire 


trails it back,the mind 


listening, 
listening 


£5< 


Prayer 


Earth wave 
what rushing shelves of fire? 
The sky wave's spill across the glass- 
y form of air, suns 
of flowers on green-great clouds and wave 
of water, thrust wind-shapes, white swirl and swirl- 
ing breath inside me all salt, star-bits, lift to love. 
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At Sounion 


of a morning woven across stone 
I bump camera then smock. 
We share a mist 


wherein I must refuse, not 
wanting dreamy photographs: my- 
self and nothing. Stavros, 


he of yellow smock,is ticked, 
it rises as a litany 


to an imagined sun. 
I jab along the slippery rocks 
for cooler idioms, 


finally to divine 
lovers (Byron's one) 
who have scratched their hearts to ruins. 


Spooners weave through our academies 
shunning all the moves to set 


their dreaming steps to music 
more appropriate. 


Or so I later feel with ouzo 
at the shivering cafe 
before sun fairly rockets through 


and temple can assert in flame, 
informing wave on wave of rain 
the wisdom of arrangment past 
this opalescent glass. 


BO a5 ES 


Directing the Scene 


This night river breaks 
the grasses. 


I touch air enough to hear 
children in the fragrances, 


in the river-wind 

woods. Holding seige 

their voices fire against 
the trees. 


The children become a music. 
The river is a dark music. 


I thrust my hand in it 
it bends 


everything 
together. 


ay Ee 


Running to Light 


the river and the snow 
are taken by their shadows 


becoming darkness 
with a sound 


searching light: 
finding the moon 
it thrashes it to ribbons. 


Rewound at an eddy then 


revolving whole and 
Colas 
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Round 


What is round is not a river yet 
the sun is pouring forth 
its rivers of light 


and round the sun light- 
rivers course and heat 
itself is round 


it's found 


all's round, 
each line. 
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Dusk, Izmir 


and we are of a darkening 
gold our clothing in- 
digo. Such a fire in 


sky and bay afloat 
where ferry hoves 
to sable, 


a toy,its lights 
pinpoint our eyes. 
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A Man For All and All 


He gulped when 

evoking. We 

sympathized: 

it was a heavy 

past to bear 

but then he bellowed 
NOW! banged on 

to something's bound to 
happen GREAT! We thanked 
him for everything. 
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Home 


Where I come from we 
never really lived 
(so we said and did) 


and here |I’m stranger 
still for some 
place won’t answer. 


For there’s pleasure 
on paths that birds blur 
ahead. They’re 


joining us 
to song. 


Nighthawks, after Hopper 


The world, of course, is dead. 
It was my father's as this could be 
Nickel Charlie's, the all-night restaurant 
next to Loew's Poli in New Haven where he'd repair 
after the graveyard shift on the Journal-Courier. 


A linotype operator his fingers swam 
beside a window propped up by Four Roses : 
against a smothering night. Wasn't, though, this 
lead and whiskey universe he died from since 


he retired punching the copy out of tape under 
a livid, technical florescence--which is of 
my world of course. And I must 
sit among these waiting nighthawks to become 


the one who shows a slice of face and who observes 
the hard-edged guy, nondescript 
in the dark suit of his time with gray fe- 
dora and black band. I wear it too, sniffing. 
the coffee, hearing the chromium hiss 
of the polished urns, watching the redhead 


check her nails. Diner of the Heart. 

A blondish counterman thrusts down his arms 
like old women washing clothes 

in the rivers which erode exhauted cities. 
The redhead played 


367 for a year and it came out 
the day she stopped. I say nothing, 
having myself run out 


of numbers, bad luck entombed 
in the wool of my suit. 


But then I mumble past 
the obligation of our unconcern that I'll play 

it, three, six, seven staring out at nothing from the bright space 
of terror. She says play a quarter for me. 


The Empire of Desire 


It's the rain drumming the 
trunk lid. Bent under,creased 
suit...cigarette,a cold 


calling salesman conducts 
his jokes in tails 
of smoke,a run- 


through as with free hand deals 
catalogs,samples,then 

roots out (scene or girl de- 
pending) calendars,and ballpens 


the petty corruption 
of life obtains 


a history 
as grand 
as any. 


Apostrophe to Box 


Peacock Brands 

Early Foothill 
Pomegranates 

Produce of the USA 
Distributed by Blue Anchor 
Sacrament- 


California! 


Visions of the Yale Library 


where a sari insinuates 
scholars,in hunches,eyes 
above blond glasses 


diving then to proof 
as she is by 
and by 


the checker,dour enthroned: 
both subsumed 
as the doorway widens to 
mercury noon. 


At lunch she'll laugh away 
a junior's suave ennui 
at George and Harry's, 


nod on cue, 
wring teabag a- 
gainst spoon. 


His Despair slouching towards 
Elegance she 
stares past...outside 
bright cars contend... 


and past that old penultimately 
randy inference, 
thence right to breathing tea 


wherein a somebody 
unfocusses his gravest 
evidence in time 


to glimpse along 
a scintillant,inner eye 
a spiritual dress. 


Again Those Two 


Snow is 
crystalgeometrics 
fused to hood 

a knobby world. 


In art 

things turned are fired to glaze, 
perfect, caught 

there right before 


a crazed 

drunk wrecks the shop, must be 
dealt with, giv- 

en booze and meat 


to keep 

his unkempt soul till snow 
confides once 

more outside the 


window, 
sticks around to smooth hung- 
over light. 


Thinking 


Things in their quickest 
time oh yes it’s living 


life hot,but don’t we 
think and feel and intend, 


yet not knowing about 
what it is? A sickness 
let us say whose cure’s so 
slow we cannot wait it out? 


And shouldn’t wish 

to at any rate. What can you ex- 
pect? It has always been 

the same--though dreams give 

a bit--cold matter in the end. 


Recipe 


Digging the Raritan 
and Delaware Canal,the 
overseer, Cholera,en- 


gaged another burning 
Irishman. Sure n' he was 
buried where he dropped ah 


doesn't it take a heap o' 
Harps to make our stew? 


Niggers, 

Hunkies too n' 

Spicks Ghinnies Chinks what- 
ever. 
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Using Air 


Of a buttered morning is 
a coed in legwarmers 


yet they mean Sagging,icy 
Practice boards creaking 
in battered light,adjunct 


not to art 
but pain 


splayed out 
afterwards a rag 
doll flop. 


The newest anything jives 
Sweaty trial and its 
impure collapse. 

A stylish hat 

is soft and cool 

in forming light. 


The old heart heaves to 
burning work. 


Ad betke one 
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Overlap 


Hate? A point of view. 

Too past it,though,to play, 
say,the schoolboy, 

joy leaking out the edges 
hedging the naivete. 


Fate,whatever,has us here, 

sere at its core,all 

moral absence makes the heart grow 
fake, 

ache. 
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Ages of Man 


Saint Norbert's would remain. The 
rectory doors are opened out to stars now 
shimmering past the infinite 
globes of rain 


on the magnolia. Into the aromas 
of the garden Rev- 
erend Brill puffs 


a Cuesta Rey, muses 
for a second of the rose- 


wood pulpit in the darkened church. 
God drifts these stars from such infinities away. 


Now there's a gap for you! Indeed! 
Not this "Generation Gap"...how they prattle on! 


The puny, secular man 
reinvents the world 
by fad. 


But try to tell Father Quince--anything. 
No no no! For they were duty-bound to 
get them thinking, to promote a dialog, 
so-called, wake them up to the seventies! 


It naturally ensuing that young 
and old would henceforth seem in sweet-sung 
concert at St. Norbert's, ah yes. 

And thus it came to pass 


that Quince booked ACID ROCK GOD, 

or some such mess of patch- 

y beards,shudder- 

ing lights and flashing, polar chrome. 


Brill stood paternally in back 

to let Quince handle it, the...music 

putting styrofoam cups at some small risk, 
his coffee in a shaking, dancing fit. 


at 


And when the young persons sang and chanted 

he could hardly guess a shattering word of it. 
(Though now he makes the evening out as sweet 
among the stars, the dripping flowers, the smoke 
from his cigar.) 


What he finally gathered in the trash and blare 
was the fact St. Norbert's deserved burning. So 
remarked a black youth larger than a bear, 
shouting all the amplifiers down. (Their 
rushing idiocy of lights to mark our latest fall? 
Brill thought.) 


Mercifully, a total, final feedback bade 
all flee. "Well!" breathed William Cardwell. 


His flushed,unbalanced wife upon his arm 
they veered at seas of rain. 
Well he nor wife would sleep that seething night, 
chiseling out together all the more 
than requisite future phonecall to the rectory. 


Brill poured himself a cognac 

for the chill. Well Cardwells 

and their ilk are very like 
the kids. Expecting God 


to give them candy; gnashing 
at the way life served up ashes. 


Old Burns breaking him in: Their 
souls and only that is our concern. 01d ignoramus! 


And now Brill needs persevere through Father Quince 
and his pronouncements ex cathedra 


as to opaque "systems" and their foggy "inputs"-- 
all lurching, presumably with him, through the mush 


of media and from out the "uptight" seminary. 
God protect us from his fresher advocates in Time! 


And now remembering his cigar, Most Reverend Brill 
blows forth a final cloud. 


Thrusting through the wash of air he's 


heading for the Buick. He'll get the Simonize 
to rub the pulpit in the dark, exquisite church. 
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The Varieties of Agitation 


Cookbooks are like novels, it's 
vicarious eating vs. 
vicarious lust, 


anyway, found a recipe for 
strawberry cream 
something, asked 


my Love to explicate 
"fold whipped 
cream in"-- 


for answer she chose 
motion that was 
pedagogic ah 


but pure. She showed 
how cream is folded, 
undulantly wedded 


layer to layer, 
berries to en- 
croaching cream. 


Oh I had mixed and beat before 
and kneaded, 
really kneaded, 


and plunged 
in knives that came 
outdry. Oh: my, 


regular Escoffier 
of the furious life 
where nothing came right 


before I 


learned to 
fold. 
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From the Car 


Sky a January recession 
of grays, 
a black edge- 
wise disc 


comprised of birds twists 
full-on to flash- 
ing white then streams across 


the dark lake of clouds, 
streaming and flashing 
over the inching road,the 
verging trees, 
beside the brilliant actual 


water as God 

in the spiritual 

on the radio 
flows by. 
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The Walk 


Three night-blooming primroses 

opening together on the instant 
defining yellow,splitting that 

benchmark in my mind 


and above all of this 
fine thought, blonde 
loving the blushing telephone. 
Of tropic dusk her tan,her hair 


becoming lamplight. One brown hand 
twirls the rosy chord. 
Laughter devours the moment. 


But,then,a scarlet strain along the throat. 
The twirling slows and stops. 
And she,for all loveliness,wants. 


In the prim morning you can 
pick the dead blooms off all right, 
the window's blind thrust at light. 


But evening's 
the beauty of 
instants 
(as when a she once arrowed,tight-lipped,hooded, 
through some ancient wood, 
lush moon smashed in twisted trees above) 


or another overflows the light with hunger. 


It is when 
life can be 


briefly of a color of a portion of eternity: a music 
bright and dark and urgent beating 


primroseprimroseprimroseprimroseprimroseprimrose. 
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Generation 


Joe and Madeline 
graduated Cornell & 
went on to 
Ph .(got married) Ds 

@ NYU, 


gestured intensively 

as they rapped a concept 

till it, surrounded, 
surrendered 


somehow 
thought it galled 
their living for thought 
the rent was scrounged up 
& the bread got bought 
& the bed was often 


enough made & unmade etc. 
Two kids 
bridged their discussions 
like afterthoughts 
but missing 


a fleshy 
logic they tuned out 
Joe and Madeline 
whose mouth 
nonetheless still 
worked. 


ox 


Shy Transport 


You worry over 
arriving 
late or no. 
When you do you'll 
say too little or too much 
and everyone'll wish 
you hadn't 


come. 
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The Friend 
Whither thou,ghost? 
I will go with thee 


along the sailing sheets 
of newsprint,the cold leaves, 


all dull sounds 
with their edges 


curled, threatening 
to rasp 


me well within that inch 
you've passed. 
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The Hand In the Future 


We are composing ourselves 
as the photographer composes. 
Our being 
guided and 

guiding him 


and each solely directing such 
limited chaos making us 
free in a way 
of the result. 


For one certainly can't hand it 
to the photographer. The moment 
shown over and over must not be 
an accident or the prejudice 
of one eye and one waving arm. 


But to say 
it is us we 
we vital- 

ly promising 


everyone. 
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Playing With the Deuce 
Sally knows it 
centered in 
the edgeless 


light 
could be 


the edge. 
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Ay 


There is 
and is not 
a--2up, If 


has acquired you, 
your wearing 
Enin. 


Times you 
thought 
you gave up. 


Dreams are 


in themselves 
arguments. 


-26- 


Bursted 


At the library display 
brown ink, browner-splotched page 
asking for a pedlar's license: 
"gun bursted" and he could thus 
no longer farm, the one arm hanging useless. 


Rushing! farm wife and her kids, she the point of V 
towards the lurch and buzz and rattle of his coming 
down their lane. Oh she at any rate would know 


the meaning of the stoutest pot he sold 
and yet this slightest fabric for a dress would float 
to her the more she ran ahead of paddlers 


through that brilliant dust, 


their muffled,fussy cries. 
Those crazed from life should sell to us. 


-?7- 


Beauty hasn't time 


thus you turned 
from ordinary light. 


The cabs lengthened past 
like suns. The clouds 
punched about brightly 


darkening you cracked 


the exact moment apart 
with that accelerator,heart. 


ye 


To a Young Poet 


you end it somewhat 
bitterly i say 
so what 


you shouldn't 
please it's 
a disservice 


you'd answer for someday 
even thought the ones who do don't 


pay,so that's your 


burden, you, 
and the favor God has done. 
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Coastal Graveyard in Branford, Connecticut 


The frugal spaces 
as if Yankees embraced 
the dirt down un- 
to them. Above, 


salt-scoured markers rippling in 
exhaust from DATSUN & McDONALDS. 
(We must seem to ripple too 

inside the supermarket's window. ) 


A stone shakes 
at the end of vision. 


OFF THE COAST OF BRAZIL 

we had earlier browsed. 

The girl scans barcodes 
off our frozen food. 


Where water is the jungle, 
bronze and green, shrieking 
birds of teal-streaked apricot 
throng massive heat, drop hushed in 
ribbons past the dripping palms, 


through swollen calm, 

thence shadowing a dusk- 

smoked wave which slides, 
an amorist's shoulder. 
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Recipe 


Digging the Raritan 
and Delaware Canal,the 
overseer, Cholera,en- 


gaged another burning 
Irishman. Sure n! he was 
buried where he dropped ah 


doesn't it take a heap o' 
Harps to make our stew? 


Niggers, 

Hunkies too n' 

Spicks Ghinnies Chinks what- 
ever. 


BAe oe 


The Territory 


a current phrase or two 
having to do with finding 
oneself. What 
acquire? 


What own? 


The danger 
of both. 
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Korean Patrol 


They drift back of me 

as do the sparse trees, 

blue on charcoal. 

I'm at their lead, 

dark bones in cast-off clothes 
as the moon finds three brass 
chevrons on my streaming cap. 


A face sketched lime, 

with wide salt eyes, I'm 

a drowned man in this slow wind 
sea that carries moon and brush, 
floats ashen, apparitional light 
to trailing gray eyes who blotch 
together as I wave and darken. 
And I am twenty. 


Twenty years old 

among bushes of ink 
and the floating 

men of my patrol whose 
seashell ears roar 

at silence. 


Twenty when facing 

the quick phosphor line 

of the Chinese patrol 

Twenty when I fear the best 
and twist my cheek for irony, 
a way to put a face on. 


And those behind. Do they 

come from Texas, Boston, on and on? 
Did they jitterbug before the blood? 
Which movie did you see? 

Will they breathe eloquently 

the widest reason to die? 


Which movie did you see? The one 


shaking out to leave a 
blur-face man, mouth O'd? 


Pores cratering 

a tearing face 

before the screen rips, 
murdering the nerves. 

In my own war movie 

I and he wave, just wave, 

no apotheosis of the butcher 
after all the butchery, nor 
light bubbling through mud 

like reflected Christmas bulbs. 


And we both go back 
in order to report 
"No contact." 

the only lie 

we understand, 

the one I own but 
cannot have. 


Something tells me he is near 

and near the moment never 
understood--to understand a moment 
and not be forced to turn that screw 
into my cheek and swear, 


a moment 

when the curve 

of a windowlit shoulder 
is fragrance 

of rain 

ox snow whirled 
streetlamps and 

I, drunk, sang. 


Recalling in the spectral slog 
of our patrol a yellow-wet 
world gone soft 

shoulder on fall-lit 

incense of rainair... 


and there had been 

beer freezing the lips, 
the lengthening pools 
of roads under leaves, 
wind exploding us 

as we drove. 
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But now it's seconds before blur, 
the soaking shock, the soar. 

Time to remember to forget 

so many unweighed moments, 

so many things from books. 

We meet on a rise, 

a milky cloud for light, 

and I see that orange hand 
coming up 

in the gray solidity of that 

half second, the blank 

in his eyes 

like a screen fled of color, 

and I must dissolve blank screens 
to make something mean something 
or nothing mean more. 


I don't know why my carbine 

swings, my finger shreds 

inside that trigger's curl, 

but I look up to see him 

going under 

with still-raised hand and bland, 

down sliding eyes. And now I'm hit and hit 


and fall a child at play, arched 
sweet childache in my throat 


fF fali, 
falling in soft falling in green 
falling in falling in soft green woods. 


a 


A Man For All and All 


He gulped when 

evoking. We 

sympathized: 

it was a heavy 

past to bear 

but then he bellowed 
NOW! banged on 

to something's bound to 
happen GREAT! We thanked 
him for everything. 
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From the Fishing Pier (Nam Decade) 


Far out the surfers start their ride. 
The day is gloss and wind and wide 
And I have come to get a rest 

From Time and kodachromes of death. 


The wind makes dervishes of sand 
And bathers shroud their shiny tans, 
The surfers now are coming fast, 
Upright, tight, then slickly past. 


The clouds would seem to shred the sun, 

The sea threads white and slides down spun, 
The last wave peaks and surfers sag 

While plunging into rubber bags. 
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From dark the empty 


voice where I had gone 
to feel more 


alone and now this 
sergeant floating 
his words. The wind 

extracting melodies 

from tent ropes out- 


side. "You okay now?" 
Yeah they said little 
flu. Pills they give me. 


"Others. Gone." I know. 
"No. Hit mine. Got word. 
Radio." 


Shoving us boys onto the throbbing 

truck, renewing the laughter by hauling me 

back off for the medics--"His war 

begins tomorrow!" But they jeered and hooted 
and are still 


lurching away 
from the sun 
faces like singing 


grapefruit. 
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The Truth Squad 


sails in as jesting pirates 

grabbing what the other gang pinched 
& back in the van as the sun is col- 
lapsing the West like a tomato 

how nice to gauge a brew & know 
laughing like bloody gods. 
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Human Geology 


A wall makes a crack 
of surprises 
when the threatened 
war arrives. 


Causes, that is 
what the family did in 
common quarrels or omissions 


all, all forgotten 
while mortar sifts 
over corpses, rubble 


nudges others through 
the inequality of circumstance 
we survive 


to build 
another wall, 
each brick 
an argument. 
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The Terrorist 


I 
wait as 
have others. 


You 
strike 
at your wish 


or may not 
I know 


your demands 


and have al- 
ways. 
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Places 


How do you get 
to a certain place 
stay in that place 
when it's true 


not true about 
other places? 

true & not about yours too 
so it makes 


no difference 
never did 
all the times you felt 


drained by moonlight 
the same moon shone on 


another nothing. 


Knowing now 
leaves you dead. 
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Shy 


the shy experience daily pain 
those moments so benign to others 
are really Being 
forced to Crisis 


and even knowing that this too shall pass 
they do eventually wear thin, 
then breathe a bit 
before they breathe their last 


Amen 
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Mineral Baths--Bursa, Turkey 


Steam lifts 
to the rotunda,its 
art of running arabesques 
round windows thick and old, 
aswarm with aurioles. 


Down here the men soon draw 
apart,spurning visionary air 
for modesty. The wives 

within their separate rooms 


play fast and loose 
with luminosity, 


stream in flesh 
inseparable 
from light. 


Paradise may be a place 
we never know 


where things leave off. 
I know a mo- 
ment swims in 


sight,those misted baths in Bursa 


where Woman flows 
as light. 


-~49- 


Voyaging 


My son's gift to me, 

a picture of his boat 
starting to go at the sea, 
at the sky all blood- 


orange,this bristling glow 
that pulls my breathing out with it 
as water rolls 


the boat beyond the slip, 
to leave me every instant 


further from his sight, 


a blurring wave inside 
the swarming light. 
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Design 


We thought of it 
as vast and busy 
so began 


subtracting till 
we had it 
irreducibly intimate. 


But where would one 
less move whip 
the liquid core? To a 


no-return,the too a- 
brupt, the seized, 
spun-brittle? 


A sort of sand. 
The risk of losing everything 
is everything 


worthy 
of lovers 


as we must love 
those bartering behind 
for love isa form 
becomes 
of suicide. 
They start in wariness. 
We weary, 
learning 


to lighten up 
so that with luck 
there will be grace 


inside our dance. 
They move naturally 


in order 
to betray. 


What they brightly steal 
will never finish well for us. 


We become the clowns of spite 
to poison what is passing. 


-51- 


The Matter With Us 


Tt -is-cold 
we have made 
once more 


narrowing 
the blaze to this 
still point 


to turn and 
to ponder 
dispassionately 


concentrating 
grains of fire-sung ice 


keen as the 


much folded tip 
of a Japanese sword. 
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The Plan 


We go our separate ways 
to separate our ways 
to go our ways separate 
to separate our going 
to ways of separate 
ways of going separate 
we go our separate ways 
of going separate 
to our separate ways 
of separate going 
to our ways separate 
we go 
we separate 
we go separate 
to separate to go our separate ways. 
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Distinction 


They blur together, 
and I'm sorry that they do. 


I did for them once too 
I know... Fe*s how 
pain dropped in 


discrete at first and now 
it won't leave. 


